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A SEA Son, by Mr D18BDIN. | 


O patter to lubbers and ſwabs d' ve ſee, - 
Bout danger and fear and the like 
A tight water boat, and good ſea-· room giveme, 
And it e'n't to a little Pl ſtrike; 
Thoꝰ the tempeſt top - gallant - maſt ſmack ſmootmh 
ſhould ſmite, — b- 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood= _ 
Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and booſe e- 
very thing tight, 
And under reef'd foreſail we'll ſend— -» 
Avait! nor don't think me a milk-ſop, ſo ſoft, 
To be taken for _—_ a-back, 3 


(#3); 


For they ſay, there's a Providence ſits up alofi— 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 


Why, TI heard the good chaplain palaver one day 
About ſfouls—heaven—mercy—and ſuch; 
And, my timbers? what lingo he'd coil and 
5 belav— - — 
Whv, 'twas juſt all as one as High Dutch. 
But he * how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye 

ge, | 
Without orders that come down below; 
And many fine things, that proved clearly to me 
That Providence takes us in tow. | 
For, ſays he, d'ye mind me, let ſtorms e*er ſo oft 8 
Take the top-lifts of ſailors a-back, | 
There's a {weet kitlecherub fits perch'd up aloft 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 


I ftid to our Poll—(for you fee ſhe would cry) 
When laſt we weighed anchor for ſea, 
+ © What arouhes ſniv'ling and piping your eye? 
Why, what a damn'd fool vou muſt be! 
Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's 
3 ; room for us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore 
"And if towld Davy I ſhould go, mv dear Poll. 
Why, vou never will hear of me more! 
MWM hat then !—all's a hazard come dom t be ſe 


» Perhaps I. may laughing come back; 


— 


6319 


Por, dye ſee, there's a cherub ſits ſmiling aloft 
To keep watch for tne life of Poor Jack. 


fr— 
k. 


day D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be every inch 
ls F Allas one as a piece of the ſhip, ö 
88 nd with her brave th2 world, without offering 
ch. ro flinch, a IV : 
vel From the moment the anchor's a-trip. | 
As to me, in all weathers, all times, ſides and 
| ends, bY 
- Nought's a trouble from dutv that ſprings 
Sis: Myheartis my Poll's--and myrhinomy friend's, 
f And as for my life—'tis my King's! s 
tt an re my time comes, ne'er believe me ſa 
: K 0 * 2 : 
_ As with grief to be taken a bak 
That fame little cherub that fits up a-lofr © * 
ty) Will look out a good birth far—Poor Jack. 


ye? LIF EDS COUNTRY-DANCE. 
re's Written and ſung by Mr STANTIEI D. 


HE widow briſk, who oft has tried EY 


ol, The matrimonial din, 
His ſet-caſt down—and change 5 
4 ol Crofied over—figured in; Fee 


\ Bhe cannot bear to ſee them ſkip, 
u plcature's mazes prance; 
3 | g 2 
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But longs to take another trip ; | 
In life's great country-dance, 3 
The knowing jade would prance. 5 


The ancient Miſs—with wrinkled grace, 
And ſcarce a tooth to chew, 
Perks, purſes up her parchment face, 
To join the ſcampering crew 
She leers, ſhe rolls her bugle-eye, 
And ſquints an amorous glance— 
< I'm not fo old but I can try 
Jo jan life's country-dance— 
O L—d!—how I could prance!“ 


. 


To reach the precious marriage bower 
All forts and ſects embark; 

In droves and herds the couples ſcour, - 
Like beaſts to Noah's ark: | 
Rich, great and poor ; lame, briſk and blind— | 

To love's blithe tune advance; | 
To foot away are all inclined, 

In life's great country-dance, 

J hey caper, cut and prance. 


Young Miſs from boarding-ſchool juſt run, 
Would fain a partner try, 

To lead her down to the old tune, 
While horns their muſic ply : 

Mamma, who fears the head-long leap, 
Says—* you're too young to prance z*'— 


n nnn 1 _ 
E $ Dr , . 
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Indeed,” ſays Miſs—“ I've learned the ſtep 
«© Of life's great country- dance 4 
« ]'m not too young to prance.”? 


WOLLY or THE WOODLAND SIDE. 


A Favourite Scotch Song. 


8 Wolly will never return back again, 
I've waited this hour or more; 
Like rhe linnet, alas! J am left to complain, 
Which ſits on the whins of the moor: 

My heart it will break with concern, 
Unleſs my dear Wolly return: 

Some damſel has ſtole the dear heart of my ſwain, 

And I ſhall never fee my 1weer Wolly again, 


The thruſh and the buzel are now gone to reſt, 
The bat and the ow! are a-wing, 
The ſun hath this hour been ſunk in the Weſt, * 
And the fweet-luiling mghtingalcs fingy © = 
How pentively paſſes the day, = 
When ever my Wolly's away; 
Some damſel has ſtole, &c. 


TE WINT?PRY SKIES. 
73 HE wint'ry ſkies and pouring rains, 


That waſte the moſſy grove, = 


EE). 


The 9 wild raging round the plains, C 

Far hence detain mv love. 1 

Far hence, &c. 2 

Did pity ride upon your wings, | p 
With you ye waters, blen ; | 

Oh! ye would not a tender heart | C 

With ſuch ſoft anguiſh rend. 2 | Wi 

* N F 

But ſwift as thought, far hence ye'd rove, P 

To other ſcenes repair FE 

Where no fend maid excepts her love, E 

Nor no fond youth his fair. 1 

F 

BLITHE SUMMER SMIL*”'D. 7 

A Favourite SCOTCH SONG, : 

Sung by Mrs Mar/ball. | 1 

LIT H E ſummer ſmiled when firſt I kenn' d | 0 

Young Jamie gay his ewes attend; W7 

The ſwains of Clide, of Tay and Forth, r 


=_ Are bra“; but cannot match his worth 
Por, Oh! fo ſweet he tunes his reed, 
= We” s envied by the lads on Tweed; 
= And laſſes would their filler gi', 
For fic a bonny bonny lad as be. 


=_ When laſſes bad the embers raked, _ 
And love's dumb cake was nicely baked; 


LE > 


Or garters tied with magic ſki}, 

I dreamed of bonny Jamie ſtill; 
And oft in fancy heard him boaſt, 
Of a' our ſex, he loved me moſt; 
And vowed, he'd a” his {ler gi, 
For fic a bonny laſs as me. 


On Valentine when lovers rove, 


Io ſpcer the objects of their love, 


J happ'ly met wi! Jamie gay, 

Beſide the ſtream of winding Tay; 

He ſnatched a kiſs I frowned a while; 
Bur ſoon that frown became a ſmile, 
To prove I'd a' my filler gr, 

For fic a bonny lad as he. 


The youth that preſſed my hand and ſighed, 
Will Patie be her Jamie's bride ?— 

] bluſhed and cried mine e*'en might ſhew, 
I had conſented long ago: ; 
And was I now a maid again, 

And Jamie Gay, a gentle ſwain, 

I vow I'd a' my filler gi', 

Por ic a bonny lad as he. 


Tur TARTAN PLAIDDIE. 
A Favourite Scotch S oN , 


hung by Mrs Marſhall, at the Theatres 


- North-Shields. 


Y moon-light on the preen, 
& Where lads and laſſes ftray ; 


8) 


How ſweet the bloſſom' d bean, 
How ſweet the new made hay: 
But not to me ſo ſweet, ; 

The biuiſvms on the thorn, 

As when my lad I meet, 

More freſh than May-day morn, 

Give me the lad ſo blithe and gay? 
Give me the tartan plaiddie ? 

For in ſpite of all the wiſe can ſay, 
I' wed my Hightand laddie, , 
My bonny Higaland laddie, 

My bonny, bonny, bonny, benny, 
Bonny Highland laddie. 


His ſkin is white as ſnow, 
His e' en are bunny blue, 
Like roſe bad ſweet his mow, 
When wet with morning dew. 
Young Will is rich and great, 
And fain would ca' me his; 
But what is pride or ſtate, 
Without love's ſmiling bliſs 2 
Give me the lad, &c. 


When firft he taked of love, 

He looked ſae blithe and gay; 
Hi flame I did approve, 
And would na' ſay him nay: 
Then to the kirk 1'}] hafte, 
There prove my love and truth; 


© a # 


Reward. a Jove {a* chaſte, 
And wed the conſtant youth. 
Give me the lad, &c. 


HUSH, EVERY BREEZE! 


USH, every breeze! let nothing move, 
My Delia ſings, and {ings of love: 
Around the winning graces wait, 
And calm contentment guards the ſeat. 
Huſh, every breeze! let nothing move, 
My Delia ſings, and ſings of love. 


In the ſweet ſhade, my Delia, tay, | 
You'll ſcorch thuſe charms more {ſweet than 
May : | EC 
The fan now rages in his noon, — 
"Tis pity, 'tis pity, ſure, to part ſo foon, 
Tis pity, 'tis pity, ſure, to part ſo ſoon. 


Oh, hear me, Delia, hear me now ! 

Ineline propitious to my view; 

So may thy charms no changes prove, 

But bloom for ever like my love. | 
So may thy charms, &c. 


K A. E. 


A favourite Ballad, /ung by Mi GrorGE. 


r WAS near a ſea- beat rock reclin'd, 
The beauteous love-lorn Kate; 


"_ — n 
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Her only love was out at ſea, 


( wo ) 


She had no friend to ſoothe her mind, 
But mourn'd her hapleſs fate. 


— 


Far from his native ſhore; 

In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, 
Leaſt he return no more. 

Thus would the ſigh the live long day, © 
For dangers he 1 may prove; 

While ſorrow mark'd her lonely way 
With firm unſhaken love. | 


Tho? hope oft bade her cares to ceafe, 
And check'd the falling tear; ; 

Yet ah! in vain, the hours of peace 
Appear no longer near. 


So droops the primroſe in the vale, 
So fades the new blown roſe, 

When tempeſts and rude winds affail, 
1 heir ſweets no more difcloſe. 


Then fare wel Kate, let pity cheer, 
Aud ſoothe thee with addreſs; 

So may each future day appear 
Que ſcene of happincſs. 


(mn) 
CRUEL PEGG Y- 


Sung by Mr DARLEY. : | 
O more ſhall Harry fling the bar, 


Or wreſtle en the green, 
Or on the village feſtival 
Proclaim his May-day queen : 
To throw the coit let others learn, 
In vain to pleaſe I try; 
What's all my ruſtic fame and ſkill, 
When {till I painful ſigh. 


Cruel, cruel, Pegey'! 


Like yonder once ſweet tender tree 
Our thriving loves appear'd 
To fence it from the ſeaſons bane, 
No labour has been ſpar'd ; 
But ſtubborn to the planters hand 
There grew no golden fruit, : 
The nurſling choak'd with foreign weeds” 
Will periſh at the root. 


Cruel, eruel Peggy 1 


In infancy our prattling tongues 
 Liſp'd friendſhip, joy and love 5 

The fabric that affect ion rear d, 
Ambition will remove: 


_ r a iS N = 
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There muſt be magic ſure in gold, 


To make you prove untrue, 

No magic can my joys reftore, 
Depriv'd of love and you. : 
e Cruel, cruel Peggy! 


Taz LASS or RICHMOND HILL. 


Sung by Mr INCLEDON. 


N Richmond hill there lives a lafs, 

_F More bright than May-day morn, 
Whoſe charms all other maids ſur paſs, 

A rofe without a thorn, 


"4 


This laſs ſo neat, with ſmiles fo ſweet, 
Has won my right good will, 
I'd crowns reſign to call thee mine, 


Sweet laſs of Richmond hill. 


Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air, 
And wanton thro? the grove, 
Oh! whiſper to my charming fair, 

I die for her and love. 


How happy will the ſhepherd be, 
Who calls this nymph his own, 4 
Oh! may Her choice be fix'd on me, 
Mine's ſix'd on her alone. — 5 


— er rn re CEC a 
— — 
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Yours Harry ſaid he'd fee me home, 


. 


1D RATHER»: EXCUS'D. 


Sung by Mrs MazTYR. 
ETU RNING from the fair one. eve, 


Acroſs yon verdant plain, 


. A tight and comely ſwain: 

He beg'd I would a fairing take, 
Aut would not be refuſ'd; | 
Then aſle'd a kiſs— I bluſh'd aud cry*'d, 

«« Pd rather be excul'd, oy 


You're coy ſaid he, my pretty maid, 
I mean no harm I ſwear; 

Long time I have in ſecret ſigh'd 
For you my charming fair; 

But if my tenderneſs offend, 
And if my love's reful'd, 

I'll leave you—what alone cry'd I! 


66 I'd rather be excuſ'd.” 


He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk 'd, 
He warmly urg'd his ſuire ; 
But ſtill to all he ſaid, I was 


Matt obſtinately mute: 


| LO LISTS IO C þ 


(14) 


At length got home, he angry erie 
My fondneſs is abuſ'd ; 7 . 


Then die a maid—Indeed ſays I, 
I'd rather be excuſ'd,” 


JEM or ABERDEEN. 


A Hxourite Scorch Song, /ung by Miſe LE ARY, 


HE tunefullavrockscheerthegrove, 
And ſweetly ſmells the ſummer 
greens 
Now o'er the mead I love to rove, 
Wi” bonny em of Aberdeen. | 
Whene'er we ſit beneath the broom, or 
wander oer the lee, * 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, al- 
ways woving me. 


He's freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 
The blitheſt Iad of a” the green; 
How {weet the time will paſs away 
WY bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 


Wi' joy I leave my father's cot, 
Wi' 1ika iport of glen or green, 
Well pleaſ'd to ſhare the humble ot 
Of bonny Jem of «verdeen. 


C ns. } 


«7 OU gentlemen of Britain, 
Who live at home at calc, 

How little do you think 

On the dangers of the ſeas ! 
While pleaſure does ſurronnd you, 

Our cares you cannot know, 
Or the pain on the main | 

When the ſtormy wind does blow ! 

Or the pain, &c« 


e ſailor muſt have courage, 
No danger he muſt ſnun; 


zn ev'ry kind of weather 
: 7 


His courſe he ſtill muſt run: 


Now mounted on the top-mait, 


How dreadful 'tis below! 
hen we ride on the tide, 


When the ſtormy winds do blow? 


Proud France, again inſulting, 


Does Britiſh valour dare; 


Our flag we muſt ſupport now, 


And thunder in the war: 
20 humble them, come on, my lads, 
Aud lay their lilies low; 

| C3 


W) 


Clear the way for the fray, 
Tho? the ſtormy winds do blow. 


Old Neptune ſhakes his trident, '/,.: © - 
The billows mount on high? 


Their ſhells the Tritons ſounding, 


* 


The flaſhing lightnings fly! rs 
The wat'ry grave now opens, 
All dreadful, from below, i, 


When the waves move the ſcas, 
And the ſtormy winds do blow ! 


But when the danger's over, 7 3 
And ſafe we come on ſhore, —_ 
The horrors of the tempeſt 
We think of then no more: 
The flowing bowl invites us, 
And joy fully we goz | = 
All the day drink away, 8 
Tho? the ſtormy winds do blow. 1 


2 ———7—jçð—O ͤ—y—y— 2 —E—A— 24 —— 
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Tu UNION or BACCHUS axp VENUS, 


EFF 


Sung by Mr DAR EY. 


* 
* 


J'M a vot'ry of Bacchus his godſhip bebe; 
And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour, 


( 47 43 


And Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom inſpires, 
| For 155 lights in our ſouls the moſt ſacred of 
res; 
* Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold, 
| My bottle and laſs I by turns muſt enfold. 
Tor the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 
Is of bacchus gay god and the goddeſs of love. 


When 11d to the fair the briſk bumper I hold. 
Can the miſet ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure his gold: 
The ambroſia of gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt 
If good =o fill your glaſs, and fair Kitty's the 
tOalt; ö 
And the charms of your girl more angelic will 


| : 
If her ſopha's encircled with wreaths from his 
H tree, WS; 
For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can 
1 prove EE 
Is of vacchus gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


All partial diſtinctions IT hate from my ſoul, 
oh! give me my fair one and give me my bowl; 
lis reflected from either will ſerd to my heart 
Ven thouſand ſweet joys which they can't have 
Z apart | | 
Co try it ye ſmiling and pay looking throng, 
JS, And your hearts ſhall in uniſon beat to my ſong, 
hat the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can 
s of Bacchus gay u the goddeſs of love. 
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Surg by My IXCLEDON. 


2 firſt I ſaw the Village maiden, 
Like Cymon motionleſs I ſtood; 
*T'was Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, - 

So lovely, beautiful, and good. x 
Her cheeks outbluſh'd the rip'ning roſe, 


' Her ſmiles would baniſh mortal's woes, 


So ſweet the village maiden. 


Clariſſa's eyes all eyes attracting, 

Her breath Arabian ſpices feign, 

For her like ore, would av'rice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain. 


I told my love, with many fears, 


Which ſhe return'd with ſpeaking tears, 
Then figh'd the village maiden. 


She {igh'd becauſe ſhe had no riches, 
To make her Lady-like and gay, 

Tho' virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd to name the wedding day. 

The care of wealth, let knaves endure, 
J ithall be rich, and envied ſure 

To gain the village maiden. 


FANCY Laps Tus FETTERED sENSES. 


F ANC leads the fettered ſenſes, 
Captives to her fond controul, 


The VILLAGE MAIDEN. 


SES-| 


"* 81 


Merit may have rich pretences 
But *tis fancy fires the ſoul. 
Fancy leads the fettered ſenſes, &c. 


if the virgins, falſe, forgive her, 
g Fancy was your only foe; 
Cupid claims the dart and quiver 
But *tis/fancy twangs the bow. 
But 'tis fancy, &c. 


INDEED 'TIS MUCH TOO SOON. 


Sung by Mrs MARTYR. 


A® gay ſixteen my lovers came, | 

| With flattering tongues, and hearts in 
flame, . | 

As thick as flow'rs in June: 

But of a little beaury vain, 

I laugh'd and told each dving ſwain, 

Indeed *twas much too ſoon. | 


Year after year in ſcorn went by, 
Rejecting ev'ry am'rous ſigh, 

I kept-the ſame old tune; 
Go ſhepherds with diſdain I cry d, ; 
Tis time enongh to be a bride, —_ © 
Indeed 'tis much too ſoon. 


{ 20 ) 


At twenty- five—full time to wed, 
My lovers nearly all were fled, 
I alter'd then my tune; 
Shepherd ſaid I, I've chang'd my mind, 
Ive thought the matter o'er, and ſind 
I cannot wed too toon. 


_ 


Tun MI L. K M 4A 1 , 


Being a Parody on the Plough Bey. | 


A Flaxen-headed milk-maid, 8 
As ſimple as may be; 
And next a pretty dairy maid, 
I chanted o'er the lea; 
But now a ſaucy chamber maid, 
I've got a better place: by 
I'll dreſs my head with ribbonds fine, 
Set off my handſome face. 
When houſe keeper promoted, 
PH ſnip a butchei's bill; 
Mv lady's pockets empty, 
My own I mean to fill ; 
And lolling in my chariot, 
A lady great I'll be, 
A lady great, a lady great, a lady great 1'Il be; 
You'll forget the little milk - maid, that chant · 
ed v'er the lea. 


] try to get a huſband : 
x No matter for the pelf; 


* 


( 21 b] 


go I can have a title, 8 
Why then I pleaſe my ſelf; 

Her ladyſhip I long to be! 
A lord or knight I crave; 

If he be rich in honours, 
No matter if a knave; 

D, ] hope to be a peereſs, 
| And ſee a birth day ball; 

With footman drefled ſo gaily, 
My carriage for to call. 

When lolling in my chariot, 
A lady great I'll be; 

You'll forget the little milk maid, 
That chanted 0 er che lea. 


III ſend my lord to Ind it, 
His pogkets for to fill; FE 
o he does get their treaſure, 725 
The Nabubs he may kill;_ 
Vith gold and diamor ds loaded, 
When he returns againg; 
For honour and for riches; ' 
Il he foremoſt in the train: 
Thc of bath or garter, 
Il purchaſe hinr I vow ; 
nd then forget thoſe merry days | 
When milking cf my cow. | 
80 lolling in my chariot, 
A lady great I'll be, 
ou l forget the little milk. TR Wes 
That chanted o'er the lea, 


beg 
ant: 


*. 41 _. TR © 
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(2 } 
A TAX O OLD M AIDS 


Y OUNG Colin many a month had woo'd, 
And ſwore a thouſand times he loo'd ; 
Yer ſtill my heart was cold, 

Yer ſtill my heart was cold : Et 0 

I vow I knew not what to fay, 

For maids had told me men betray 

Bur N then, but then thoſe e maids were 


But then, but then, but then ale maids were 


Young Colin, like the bee, twas Gd, 
From fair to fair inconſtant fl d, 

The rover, none could hold. | 
Who was the maid that told you * 
Said Collin and he ſnaich d a kiſs; 

I own the maid was old. 


Behold yon blooming bluſhing roſe, 

Its boſom to the ſun diſcloſe: 

By ti at, he cried, be told 

The virgins are but roſcs „ 

Which ſtill the ſun of Lve thould ſhare, 
Before they grow too old. 


Of all the grievances below, 
The heavicit tax 0a aids 1 know, 


Z 1 
61 
* 


( 23 


Of me ſhall ne'er be told x 
f, Collin, now will wed with tee? 
If lam tax'd, it never hall be | 
For being a maid too old. | 


TRR B A L L OO N. 


E high and low flyers of all ranks, attend, 
And council receive from an Acronaut 


Y And 
friend; | 


Your coaches and chariots henceforth lay aſide, 


4 Prepare in balloons through the ſkies all to ride, 


Your coaches, &c. | 


With duſt of vile roads be choaked or be blind; 
When, like witches on brooms you may poſt 
on the wind. 
With duſt of vile roads, ce. | 
O'er valleys, high hills, and wide ſeas you may 
ſweep, 4 | ON 
And into the moon, your own ſphere, take a 


Peep, | 
O'er valleys, high hills, &c. 
The belle, who for title, in vain heaves a figh, 


Can't fail of a ſtar—there's enough in the ſky; 
In monns made of honey fond huſband's at 


peace, | 
Shall ne'er know when horns do begin er in- 
cereal ; © 3 i: 


( 


Whilſt the poet who ſtarv'd here all his life, 
A fortune ſhall get in the clouds with a wife; 
And fed with pure Achor, Camelon's light fate, 
Our bard ſhall poſſeſs a fine caftle in air. 


The holder of ſtock too, when up ke aſcends, 
In the bull and the bear ſhall find alley friends; 
Phyſicians alſo, to the ſkies ſhould they rove, 
Shall my many friends they themſelves ſent 
above; 
And fee'd by old N. ich, to untune all the ſpheres; 
The law ver might {cr ſun and moon by the ears: 
But, in pitty to earth, would England's Queen 


Y» 
She' d boog down Aſtrea once more from the 
Yo | 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


From the HE IR E 8 8. 


OR tenderneſs formed in life's early day, 
A parent's ſoft forrows to mine led the 
Way, 
A parent's loft ſorrows to mine led the 
ways 
The leſſon of pity was caught from the eye; 
: And e're words were my own * 
IF poke with a 9 | 


3 
41 =_ 
\ | 
== p 

F 


1 


Fhe nightingale plundered; the mate · Widow d 

„ GE | | 4 

The warbl'd complaint of the ſuffering 
Worn. | 


Youth; as it ripened, gave ſcntimen's NeW, N 
The object ſtill charming, the ſympathy 


| © > ON | | | 
Soft embers of paſhon yet reſt in their glow ; - 
A warmth of more pain may this breaſt 
never know., 1 
A warmth of more pain may this breaſt 
RES. 2, TS 7 
Or if too indulgent the bleſſings I claim, 
Let the ſpark drop from reaſon 
That wakens the flame. 
Let the fpark, &c. 


Tuts SORROWS oe CHARLOTTE, 
Ar Tus TOMB or WERTERM# 


Sing of the davs that are gone. F 
Of Werter, who now is no more; 
Unhappy the hour I was born, 

His lofs I thall ever deplore: | 
Fhe grafs that waves high round his tatab, 
ng A ſubject man is to decay, 

w ſubject man is to decay; 
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Since life is uncertain oh earth, 
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The et maſt meet the ſa doom, 


When death calls, een he mutt Ts eden he 


muſt c 


When death, &c. 


Ah! why ſhould I ſorrow in vain? 
The ſame power who gave us our birth 
Has a right to recall it again: 

The virtues that dwelt in his breaſt -— 
Sweet remembrance will hold dear; 
The honour my Werter polleſs'd 
Demands, in ſoft pity, a tear, a tear, 
Demands, in ſoft pity, a tear. 


Oh! could it my * reſtoxe, 
Like a fountain it ever ſhould- flow; 
But my Werter, alas! is no more; 


ig my heart is o erwhelm'd with woe: 


© Ave me but ſtrength to retain 5 
That goodneſs which dwelt in his heart; 
When life ſhall no longer remain, 


We ſliall meer again never to part, never, never 


do part, y 
We ſhall meet again never to part. 
1 8 | 


To Woons and Darxs where EchO dwells. 


O woods and dales where echo, dwells, 
Forlorn Paſtora hies; 


F 22 4 


There vents her grief, paſt all relief, 
With tears an tender lighs, © 
There vents her grief, dc. 


Why did the youth 
Yeu Jann Jon truth, . 
artleſs heart to ain? 
* why did 1, 8 : 
Fond maid, comply, . „„ 
To eaſe his faricy'd pala? | ; 


Ye winds that heart Bd 
My ſorrows, bear 
To Strephen my ſad tale; 
| By him forſook— | ES 
Ho pale 1 look 8 
Onee roſe of all the vale. 


No more I rove : | 3 5 
The happy grove, © © 43 a2 | 
Where oft we uſed to fray; 60 

By woods and dales 5 he 
Where echo dm - + + -- 7 -+* | : 
I pine my life away. n 


5 „ 
| | Adapted to the Favourite French Arr, 
As ſung by Mrs Abbington, in Twelfth e 


5 RUST not man for he'll deceive aus: * 
„ E is his onpeh intent 3 
berth 2 e 
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Firſt he'll court you; then he'll leare vou, f 
(Poor deluded) to lament ; 


* 


| Lites to a kind adviſer; 


Man purſue but to perplex; 
Would you happy be, grow wiſer, | 
And avoid the faithleſs ſex. * = 


Form'd by nature 10 undo us. 


They eſcape our utmoſt heed; 
Ah! how humble while they woo us 
But how vain if they ſucceed; 
So the bird, when e' er deluded, 
By the artful fowler's ſnare, 


Mourns our life, in cage ſecluded, — 


Fair ones, while you're young, beware, | 


Twas yes, kind Six, and 1 ak Fou too, 
A Favourite Scotch 8 ONG, 


Compeſed by Mrs Wrighten, and ſung by ter, | 
at Ve auxball Gardens. 


8 i HE ruddy morn blink'd o'er the br ae, 

As blithe I gang d to milk my kine; 

When near the winding burn of Tay, 
Wi' bonny gaite, and twa black een, 

A Highland lad ſae kind me tent, | 
Saying, ſonſy laſs, how” s a' wi' you? 

Shall I your pail take o'er the bent 

*T was yes, kind fir, and 1 thank you too. 


:{ 9: Þ 
Again he met me i' the e'en, | 
As 1 were linkin &er the lee, 


(To join the dance upon the green) 
And ſaid, blithe laſs, I ſe gang wi' thee; 
a 


ae braw he looked i' the Highland gear, 
lis tartan plaid, and bonnet blue 
My heart ſtraight. whifpered in my ear— 
Bay yes, kind fir, and I thank you too. 


We danced until the gleaming moon 2 

Gave notice that twas time to part; 

I thought the reel was o'er toe ſoon, 

For, ah! the lad had ſtwan my heart: 

He ſaw me hame acroſs the plain, ET 
Then kiſſed ſae ſweer—t vow tis true— _ 

That when he aſk'd ro kiſs again 


Tas yes, kind fir, and 1 thank you too. 


Grown bold, he preſs'd to ſtay the night; 
Then grip'd me cloſe unto his breaft—+ - 
Howt, lad! my mither ſair would flyte, 
r, | Gin that I grant wi' out the prieft; 
IF Gan firſt for him, git ye be eb | 
I ken right weel what I then maun do; 
For aſk to kifs me when you will- 
_ *Twill be, yes, 8 and I thank you too. 
D 3 | . 


+ * 
* 


| | 1 
. G Me 
Sung by Mrs Kennedy, in the Cheleric Fathers 
W ERE my poor boſom from love and fro m 


2 1 Sancho free, 7 * 83 
| Cauldſt thou forget both his fondneſs and 
1 perſiidy; | 8 b 
Or did he know how to value thy conſtancy, 

j Oh, what a happy young maiden. would. 
\ Laura be! 2 1, 5 


n 
* * 7 


Did he not ſmile on another, neglecting thee; 
Did he not deſpair of thy integrity; 
Did he 3 the oaths he has ſworn 10 
| thee | BE OY 
Ch, What a happy young maiden would 
Laura be! | | „„ 


ThesApLE CLABCURTAIN'sUNDRAWY, 
. A favourite Huntm̃g Song. ſung ly MrINCLEDON, 


4 FRE fable clad curtain's undrawn, 


dl The lark carols ſweetly on bigh, 
Quickly opens the eye of the morn, - 
g8Bee the ſun-beams are gilding the ſky, 
Af The huntſman he throws off the hound, 
|| P The horn winds a tedious delay, 


And the heart of each ſportſmanelated rebounds, 
In expecting the ſummons for hark, hai k, 
1 away! „„ 1 


( 31 ) 


Hark, hark, a burſt gives the Signal for chace, 
Thro' woodlands we daſhing purſue, * 
fo While rhe fox fleet as wind mends his pace, 
4 - Till the huntſman proclaims him in view; 
m Now his ſtrength and his cunning's a mort, 
7 See the dogs ſeize in triumph their prey, 


d- Wie the death of the game gives fiel life tg. 


n the fporr 7 


d : ERS | 
* Now for Libertv- hall we repair, 
| To replenith the joys of the field, g 
ö Where good humour combines with the fare, 
a And the wife {miles obedience to yield. 
0 While the bottle and bow] both pnte 
To vie with the ſports of the day: . 
4 et bumpers go round to the ſportſman s 
enn 
„ And alt Joon in the chorus of hark, hark 
5 | 


Sung by Miſs Ltagy. 
O ſooner enter'd in my teens, 


A. gay unthinking laſs, . .* ; . oy „ 


Aboye all former rural ſcenes WI 
„ II priz'd my Jooking A | 75 
3 : There vanity my face play d, | | 


And liſte high my pride, 


/ Ihe ecchoes reecch 0 with hark, hark away! 


I'LL vs Ta SQUIRE'S BRIDE, 7 - | 
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Tobe no doubt my form was made 
ſome ſquire's bride. 77 


1 a ſelf opinion's right, 
And goes no little way, — : 
The ſquire view'd me with delight, | 
And crown'd me queen of May, þ 
I ſmilPd, I bluſh'd, and hung my "bead, © | 

When firſt he join'd my ſide, 
Yet to myſelf I ſoftly ſaid, 
I'll be the ſquire's bride, 


From thence he woo'd me ſoon and late, ; 
At church and market too; 

But when he beg'd I'd by his mate, 

What could a vir rgin do; 

*P'was fally ſure to ſay him nay, | | 
He would not be denied, 

Then fix'd the weddin OE: AV, 
And I'm the ſquire's bride, 


I KEN nE LOO'S me WEEL. 
Sung, by Mrs MarTyR, 


ESIDE the burn, the other day 
I tun'd my ſimple ſang, 
Foung Jo Jocky tripping came that way, 
play'd his pipe alang: 
Ppon the hank he took his kat, 
And fain a kiſs W Re,” 
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I roſe and quickly did retreat, 
Yet ken he log' s me weel. 


* 


Dear Peggy then the loon ke cried, 

Do not my ſuite diſdain, 

Or treat wr ſcornful airs and pride 

An honeſt hearted ſwain; 5 
I've ewes and lambs that graze the mead, * 

To truth I can appeal, © 
They ſhall be yours ſweet laſs nes 

If you will I o me weed. TED 43 1088 
The ſhepherd Jook'd and ralk'd fa 1 HA. 

Guid faith he won my heart, SIREN: 
For pit a pat I felt it bear, 

To frown I had na? art; Uo ref Fe. 
Meſs John the dope knot has tied, | 
Content is mine E i 
There canna” be a happier bride, 1 

Becauſe he loo's me weel, 


"i 


1 TRAYERS'D JUDAH'S BARREN um, 
A fayourite Song, Jung by Mr BLLL In STOP; 

. Compoled by W. SHIELD. | Th : 
1 Traverſ 'd Judah's barren ad... 4 


At bauty's altar to adore, 
But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the PA 
And 8 Sion” $ daughters weep no more. 


"I. 


t 34 ) 


In Greece the bold Imperons mein, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 

Bade love's devotion not be feen, 
Where conſtancy 1s never mgh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ore 
I bent my nexer cealing way, 

And to Loretta's temple bore 
A mind devoted {till to pray: 


But there too ſupe 1 hand 
Had ſicklied ev'ry feature o'er, 

And made die ſoon regain the land 
Where beauty kills the weſtern ſhore. 


Where Hymen with celeſtia] f pow'r, | 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn, | | 
Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 

That uſhers in each happy morn. 


Ye dayghters of old Albion's ifle, 
_ Where'er I go, wfiere' er I ſtray, 

Oh! charity's ſweet children ſmile 
To chear a pilgrim on his way. £4 


ALONE, zr Taz LIGHT or THE MOON. 

"HE day is departed, and round from the 

L cloud. 1 © 2 
The moon in her beauty appears; 


* 


(35) 


The voice of the nightingale wales aloud | 
The muſic of love in our ears: 

Maria, appear; now the ſeaſon fo ſweet, - / 
With the beat of the heart is in tune; 

The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet 


Alone, T " 


I cannot, when denn unfold. wiks 1 feet; | 
I figh—Can a loser do more? 

Her name to the ſhephetds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er ; 

Maria, my love, do you long for the grave? : 
Do you ſigh for an interview [s 

Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 
Alone, by the light of the moon? "xp 


Four name from thi ſhepherds e I TR 


My boſom is all in a glow; 
Your "on when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine 


My heart thrills—my eyes - overflow ; 
Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your + Lina divine 
Indulge a fond lover his ö 
heart ſpring to heart, and Nt mige- 
Alone, by the light of the moon? 


85 * * 
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n srxxruos, Tube vob 142 6 PTY 


Sung by Miſs Pool t- — The words by Lady 


WorTtLEY MoNTAGU Ee. 


Wie Strephon, thus e 
To ſay what won my heart 5 
It cannot ſure be treaſot!; 

If I the truth impart £ 
It was Four gen'tous nature, 

Bold; ſoft, firicete; and gay; 


It one in ey ry feature, 


And ſtole my heart aways 


* 


: F was fot votir ſmile, the? charming; 


Twas not your eyes; tho bright 5 
Tas not your bloom, tho” wartting 5 
Nor beauty's dazꝛling light: 


No 0,—it was your gen*rous nature, &&. 


2 not 8 dreſs, tho? inidg; 

| Nor ſhape, that won my heart; 

*T'was not your tongue, combining— 
For that might pleaſe by art: : 

No, —it was your gen'rous nature, &c# 
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E 
ALIRRETr's NEST, WITH ANXIOUS CARE. 


A Favourite Ballad, compoſed and ſung by * 
| Mr D1z01x. * - 


Linnet's neſt, with anxious care, 
Young Strephon one day found me; 
When inſtantly the plunder'd pair 
With cries came flutt' ring round me: 
And is it thus, cry'd I, unkind, 
You'd raiſe compaſſion in me? 

Hence, cruel, hence—unleſs you'd find 

Some better way to win me. 


Alas! if to give pain, cry'd he, 


My love, for you has wrought me; 
I praQtiſe but that eruelty 

You have fo often taught me: 
If thas the linnet and his mate 

Can raife compaſſion in you, 
No more unkindneſs imitate, 

But let your Strephon win you. 


This ſaid—like lightning back he flew, 
The mofly neſt reſtoring ; 
The linnets kept their young in view, 
No more their loſs deploring : 
E 


3 rr | 


(3 


Mean-while this act, ſb . ſo kind, | 
Had rais'd i in me; i 7 | 
And Strephon was well pleas'd to fog: | 
The certain __ to win me. 5 


I'LL not be cont like a Bigp in a Ca gx. 


Sung by Mrs MazTyr—The words by Mr 
| OAKMAN. 


'RE yet in my youth, and my Eder 3 in 
prime, REED i, 
To hear a ſoft tale can be ſurely no crime; | 
Tho' my mother and aunt will continually 
« k preach, 
5 And leſſons of this, ha; ad t other, will teach; 
| Then advice may, no doubt, be both learned 
and ſage; 
Yet JI not be confin'd, like a bird in a cage. 


The goldfinch and linnet their plumage diſplay; 
How ſweet ſound their notes, as they perch on 
the ſpray; 3 
Toi liberty gives all the joy to the ſong, 
And nature and fancy the notes. Mill prolong; 
Like them, I with freedom will. ever engage; 
For 15 not be contin'd, like a bird in a . 


If Ive ſhe u'd invite me to favour "90S. a, 
M bot eyes beam with tranſport, with er, f 
and truth; 


* 
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To his wiſhes, * t's poſſible, I may bie 
For my heart is too tender ſuch worth to deny; 
Yet, if I with Love and with Hymen engage, 
JUL not be nd, like a bird ! in a Cage. · 


STERNE ar THE TOMB OF - MARIA. 
4 She by MI GEORGE. 


1 fun fhone pale on mountain ſnows, 
While morn unbatr'd her gate; 
Wak'd by his beams, Maria roſe 

To mourn her hapleſs fate: © 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe 
Which echo'd through the va e, 
Soft as the riling bluſh of morn, 
Or zephyr's fragrant 85 


* 


— — * 


All night her ſhroud before her 4 
| The owl cry'd, and raven too; 
At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 
: And prov'd theſe omens true: 
Her ſpirit's now in heav'n repos'd, 
Which here fd vigils kept; 
| Whole wounds on earth were never clog d, 
Whoſe forrows never flept. 


Vet, ere I bid my Jaft adieu, 
J While i in thy clay-cold bed, 
# E 2 


_ _— 
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Accept the deat of friendſhip true, 
u hich o'er thy gave I ſhed: | 

While life remains, thy hapleſs love : 
In mem'ry e'er ſhall live; ” 

May'ft thou in heav*n thaſe bleſſings prove 1 
Which earth could never —_—— 


An Abizu To THE Rocks or Lags. 


Surg by Mr HANS - Written by Miſs | 


SEWARD. 


Four thy waves, ſtormy Lannow, 1 fly; 
From the rocks that are laſh'd by their tide; * 
From wm maid whoſe cold boſom, 22 18. a$- 
they, | 
Has wreck'd my warm hopes. by ber pride 3 ;- 
Yer, lonely and rude as the ſcene, 
Her ſmile to that ſcene could impart. 
A charm that might rival the bloom of the vale— 
But away, thou fond dream of my heart. 
To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu! 


Now the blaſts of the winter come on, 
And the waters grow dark as they riſe; 
Yet*ris well—they reſemble the ſullen diſdain | 
That has lower'd in thoſe inſolent eyes: 
| Sincere were the ſighs it repreſs'd,— x 
But they * in che days that are flown; 5 


TS 


Ah! nymph, unrelenting and cold as thou atr, 


* 


My ſpirit is proud as thy o.ẽwWu. | 
To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu! | 


Lo! the wings of the ſea-fowl are ſpread, 
To eſcape the rough ſtorm by their flight; 
And theſe caves will afford them a gloomy re- 
treat HE. | 
From the winds and. the billows of night ; 
Like them, to the home of my youth— 
Like them, to its ſhades I retire ;— 1 
Receive me, and ſhield my chilPd ſpirit, ye 
. groves, ; - 
From the ſtorms of inſulted deſire. 
To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu ! 


The Sailor, he fears not the Roar of the Scart. 


IHE failor, he fears not the roar of the ſeas; | 

But with courage all danger ſurmounts ; 

_ Ofer his biſcuit and cann he repoſes at eaſe, - 
And with pleaſure each action recounts. 

Contented, the ſoldier, in dreadful campaign, 

Feels bleſs'd*'midft the thunder of war; | 

Nor envies the ſailor who ploughs the deep 

main CFF | 

Any prize, but the er of a ſcar. 

| 72 | 
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In liberty's cauſe, may the battles they? ve FIFTY 
With freedom and peace be repaid; 


. > GE Che mae ee . — 2 
* 9 . r T3 


In the terrors of war, may the honours they ve 
ſought 
N Gain them laurels that never may fade. 
6 GENTLE BREEZ ES. 
A Favourite At, by Mr Racx. 


ENTLE breezes waſt him over, 
To the diftant ſultry iſle; 
Love will ſhield from harm the rover, 
Fame be kind, and Fortune ſmile, | 


For an age you muſt not "FW me, 
Nor to | fartheſt climates run; 

Don” t too ſoon of joy bereave me, 
Hope mult bring the wand' rer home. 


Think of her you left behind you, 
And to tender vows be true: | 
Conſtant, fond, you ſtill ſhall find me, ö 
Peace, poor heart, fond youth, adieu! 
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; A NEW SON G. 
Y ; Heard it all behind yon trees, | 8 
- My Robin only proves me ; 


it 


ta 1 


No more VI; grieve, my heart's at eaſe, 
I'll Real 3 loves me. 


I was to blame to by ſo wild, 
My Robin only proves me; 

1 ſaw him hide —he look'd, and ſmiPd,— 
J ſure believe he loves me. 


I'll fetch my pail, and milk my kine, 
Since Robin only proves me; 
He ſtill is true—his heart is mine, 
No more Pll grieve, ſince Robin truly. 
loves me. 


ANEW SONG. 
HEN 3 thoughts my ſoul 


poſſeſs, 
Alike in palace, plain, or grove, 
Fond ſighs my griefs and pangs expreſs, 
And plaintive ſongs of joyleſs love. 


When doubts impatient rend my heart, 
As rends the hawk the turtle-dove, 

Indignant from each wound I ſtart, 
And ſing the wrongs of injur'd love. 


1 1} 


But ſhould the pangs, endur' d fo long, 
The cruel fate to mercy move, | 

I'd gladly change the mournful ſong, 
And jocund ſing the joys of love. 


5 


1 Canno' laike ye, gentle ſir, 
Altho' a laird ye be, 

I laike a bonny Scottiſh lad | 
Wha” brought me fra Dundee. 


CHORUS, 


ö Haud away wi' Jamie,havd away wi Jamie, 
= Haud away wi' Jamie, o'er the lea, 

1 ] gang'd alang wi” free guid will, 
He's a' the warld to me. 1 


To cheer the laneſome ways . 
His cheeks are ruddy oer wr halth, 
He s frolick as the May. 


1 ' I'ſe gang'd wi? Jamie fra Dundee, 
: Haud away, &c. 


The laverock mounts to hail the morn, 
The lintwhite ſwells her throat ; 
But neither are ſae ſweet, ſac clears 
As Jamie” s tuneful note. 
Haud away, &c. 


- 


TRI 

Tris SAILOR'S RETURN. 
Or Jamie-and Nell, A Dae Fey 

| SMS: | 1 

COME my Jemmy ſafe on ſhore, 


Welcome to thoſe longing arms; 


From this hour we'll part no more, 
Bleſt amidft thy Nelly's charms, 


/ 


SF @& ® 


Unhurt amidſt the Battles rage? 
For thee, alas! my tears wou'd fall, 


My love ſick heart thy loſs preſage. 
e ons NN 


Unhurt thy faithful tar-remains, - e 
Tho' many a gallant meſs:nate's gone; 
From ſea return'd to count his gains, 


And ſhare them all with thee alone, 
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8 H E. 


Oft to the Moon like ſweethearts true, 
At midnight hour my love I'd tell; 
I thought my Jemmy then might view, 


The ſelf-ſame object with his Nell. 


— 


Ves, ſailing o'er ſome diſtant ſea, © 
When on the deck the moon ſhone bright; 7 
Thinkipg of nought but love and thee,  * 
I've view'd it all the live long night. 
SHE. ; 


1 1 


Let landmen flatter as they will, 
And offer gold and jewels fine; 
Thy plighted troth remember ſtill, 

And truit me Þll be ever thine. 


H E. 


See, deareſt girl, this ring of gold, 
The trueſt token of my lore; f 
It cheers my heart when I behold - 
My ſweetheart ſtill ſo conflant prove. 


( 47 ) 
\ Dear IMAGE of the MAID I Lore. 


Sung by Mrs BILLINGTONs» 


EAR image of the maid 1 love, 

Whoſe charms you ng to vieWz, 
In abſence ſome delight I feel, 

By gazing ſtill on you. 

Debarrd her ſight by tyrant power, 
How wretched ſhould I be; 

But that I cheer each lonely hour, 

By gazing ſtill on thee. | 


ob! could I. call this fair one mine. 
What raptures ſhould 1 feel; N 
Oh! could I preſs that form divine, CE 
| Each hour my bliſs wou'd ſeal: 8 
| But ah, depriv d of all her charms, =. 
My foul can find no reſt; 2 | 
And ſhould ſhe bleſs another's arms 
Deſpair would fill my breaſt. = cones” 


THE DANDY - 0. 


Sung by Mr MuNDE x, in the Character . 
Caleb) at the Theatre Royal, Newcaſtle. 


The Words and Muſ by R. T. Crosfeild. 


HO? late as a waiter I run up and down, 


Wich bottles, glaſſes, -claret, rum, and 
| rat A O; 


140 PX 


| Now an | Officer Im m made, rl have ſervants 0 of 
3 my o-]n, | 
* And be among the ladies quite the dandy O. 


My cravet ſticks out like a pi igeon 's breaſt, ©: 
My hat ſo ſmart, myſword ſo long, fo handy; ; 

bi Like a — * s tail at each ear, my hair's com- 4 

if 'p 

il And my military, cue, you ſeeꝰs che dandy O. 


| My parent blue nb d Rockings, 1 wear with a 


bi RP grace, 

| | And — _—_ 4 on each Fde hang down i | 
1 ran © 

| 18 With = py a8 i in my hand, parch and paint 
1 upon my face, 

Prom my feather ur backles I'm the | 

# | dandy Wo, | 


| At concerts and dances the ladies I will court, 
With words and looks as ſweet as ſugar 
| [2 - © & candy ©@z 


bt + 9 a fighting duels ON ſhall have charm- 
" Thenc am'me, who but I hall be the dandy O? 
[| | And when a great warrior T come home, I deſign 
in With A here to take a nip of brandy O; 
For who knows but in time hei Il Hong me up 
for his ſign, 


Then * an I think you'll be the dandy O. 


6 


( 49 ) 
The SOLDIER TIR*D. 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, .. 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile ams, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield. ra, 
The ſoldier, tir'd of wars alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoitile arms, 


And ſcorns the ſpear, the ſpear and ſhield z: 


Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 


And icorns the ſpear, the ſpear and ſhield. 


But if the brazen trumper ſound, 
He burns with conquett to be crown d; | 
And dares again the field, again the field, 


He dares again the held, 
He dares again the field. 


OC 
Sung by Mrs MARSHALL. 


( RUE L flatterer you've deceived me, 
And traduced 2 2 heart; 

Weeping, üghing, flattering, lying. 
rege with ſkiil and art: 
Traitor, falſe, unkind decei cer, 
All my grief firſt ſprung from vau; 
Love, fond love, and tender paſſion, 
Bid me think you N prove true. 


25 


But, forſworn, your cruel uſage 

Merits now my juſt diſdain— 

Go elfe where, ungrateful lover, 

I my liberty regain : | 

Traitor, falſe, unkind deceiver, 

All my grief firft ſprung from you: 
But to love and you, for ever 

Will Fbid a long adieu. 


11 ˙ a4;:.0o 


Favourite Hunting Cantata. 


N W E N chearful day began to dawn, 


While Cupid fill his pillow preſs d; 
Diana, rouſ'd by hounds and horn, 
Her gentle virgins, her gentle virgins thus 
addreſs'd: 
Hark, away! hark, away! to the the merry 
ton d horn, | 
While the hounds chearful cry awakens the 
morn. | 
Diana herſelf rules the ſport of to-day, 
And joins in the chorus of hark, hark, away! 
Diana herſelf rules the ſport of to- dav, ; 
Diana herfelf rules the ſport of to-day, 
And joins in the chorus or hark, hark, away! 
Hark, way! hark, away! hark, hark, hark, 
av av! | Ke 


Diana he ſelf rules the ſports of to-day, 


And joins in the chorus of hark, hark, away! 


* . e i nns 
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With cautious ſteps avoid the bower, 
Where wiley Cupid fleeping lies— - - 
Fond nymph you'll rue the fatal hour, 

Should love our ſpotleſs train ſurpriſe: 
Love will promiſe and deceive, | 
Leading youthful-hearts aſtray; 
But the joys our paſtimes yield, 
Are jocund, innocent and gay, 
Are jocund, innocent and gay. 


SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 


C OME liſten to me ye gay and free, 

And you whom cares moleſt; - - 

War, wine, and love, but tend to prove, 
That ſecond thoughts are beſt: 

The queen of charms, the god of arms. 
Youn 

When z 

That ſecond thoughts are beſt. 
The queen of charms, &c. 


The jealous boy, (if Daphne's coy), 
Gainſt Cupid will proteſt; 
His nymph diſdain, —then thinks again 
For ſecond thoughts are beit: | 
The fair one too, unuſ d to woo, 
Drives Henry from her breatt ; 
Then ſeeks the elf, makes love herſclf— 
For ſecond n are beſt. 
| 1 8 


Pg 


{k'd, ne%er flounce -t all pronounce, 


. 
———— Ä! wid — Þ 7 


. 
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And Mars who doats on ſcarlet coats, 
I'm ſure will ſtand the teſt ; 
Nor frowns on her who dares aver, 
That ſecond thoughts are beſt: 
F'en Neptune too, our fleet in view, 
Kept Gallia's fleer in breaſt ; . 5 
They meant to fight—he put them right 
There ſecond thoughts were beſt. 


Again but mark the 8 ſpark, _ 
When teated as a guelt 
At firſt reſign his darling wine 
But ſecond thoughts are beſt: 
And you, I ſee, will fide with me, 
Some louder than the reſt, 
Will cry no more; and then encore— 
But ſecond thoughts are beſt, ES, 


STILL UNIMPRESS'D DEAR STREPHOMN SEEMS: 


Orr as I view the charming ſwain, 
Love wildly rages in my brealt ; 
I feel a fierce tumultuous pain, 
That makes me fill deſpair of reft 
And yet perhaps the ſhepherd feels 
For me, love's ſoft emotions riſe ; 
Fearful the kindling flame conceals, 
Nor tells his paſhon with his eyes. 


Fly, ſwifteſt winds, to Stre phon fly, 
And breath my pailion in his ear; 


Fl 
. 
8. 
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You'll move him with your ſofteſt ſigh; 


Or Lucia ſickens to deſpair ; 


Ye ſtreams that wander tho' the vale, 
Then circle round this cooling ſhade ; 


O, murmer forth my hapleſs fare, 
In pity to a love- fick maid. 


A FAVOURITE SONS. 


T: O the conſcious proves I hie me, 
I Where I late was bleſt and gay; 


Try to fancy Collin nigh me, 
So to paſs the hours away, 
T'o the conſcious groves, &c. 


But can ſcenes like thoſe delight me, 


When my ſwain's no longer there? 


Hill, nor dale, nor ſtream invite me, 
Now no longer worth my care. | 
Hil, nor dale, nor ſt. eam, & c. 


Come-thyſelt, without delaving 
In thoſe ſhades I find no eaſe; | 
But with thee whilſt fondly ſtraying, 
Everv place is ſure to pleaſe. 
Come thyſelf, ce. 
3 


* * 
* 


— 
— — 


—— — —— 


( 54 ) 
YOUNG LUBIN was a SHEPHERD BOY. 


Va NG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſaline a ruſtic maid; 


They look' d- they lov'd each other's joy, 


Together o'er the hills they ſtray d; 
Their parents ſaw and bleſt their love, 
Nor would their happineſs delay; 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs thall prove, 
To-morrow be their wedding day. 


— 


When at eve, beſide the brook, 
Where ftray'd their flocks, they fat and ſmil'd, 
One luck. is lamb the current took — 


was Rofaline's—ſhe ſtarted wild: 
Run, Lubin, run, my favourite ſave— 


Too fatally the youth obey'd ; | 
He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
To give the little wanderer aid: 


But ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore, 
When faint and ſank poor Lubin dies 


Ah, Roſaline! for ever more 


Ia this cold grave thy lover lies: 
On that lone bank, Oh! ſtill be ſeen 


Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid; 


And with ſad wreaths of cypieſs green 
For ever ſouth thy Lubin's ſhade. 


* 


. 


S. A * wn 2 


. 
HIS FORM BY NATURE's HAND. 


H 18 form by nature's hand was caſt 
In beauty's manly mould, 

His heart, a coſtly jewel, was 
Caſ'd in a ſhrine of golds 

The gods in heavenly ſynods met, 
And each a bleſſing gave 

Wiſe, valliant, virtuous he became, 
But, ah! he was a ſlave. 


He ſerv'd as a ſlave yet never ſery'd 
A proud unworthy dame; 


He lov'd as youth ne'er lov'd before, 


But fed a hopeleſs flame: 
For hard the heart of her he lov'd, 

And ſtubborn was her pride; 85 
One day the drove him from her fight— _. 

He bow d, obey d, and dy d. 


And never ſhall his mournfa! tale 
Soft pity fail to move; 
Nor was there one who ſaw the youth, 
That ever fail'd to love: | 
And was it then that fortune's blind 
Or was it tortune's ſpite ?— . 
O take away her power, ye gods; 
Or give her back her fight, 


ODE ro SHAKESPEARE. 


Sung by Mr S1MMANS, at the 7. ous, Nor the 


4 


More happy the boſums his genius has wann'd! 
Ye children of nature, of faſhion, and whim | 
He painted you all, all join to praiſe him, 


* i 
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Shields. 


ſpeare charm'd ! 


Come away ! come away! 
His genius Caſe rypb mult obey! 


Pen; 


CHORUS. 


From higheſt « to loweſt, from old to the young, 
All ſtates and conditions by him have been ſung ; 
All paſſions and humours were raiſed by his 


He a ſoar with the eagle, and ſing with the 


Wren. 


Come away, Oe. 


view, 


To praiſe him, ye 8 and genii appear; ; 
He knew where ye haunted, in earth or in air: 
No phantom ſo ſubtle could glide from his 


The wings of his fancv were ſw mee? than you, 
| Come awav, Oc. 


HRICE happy the nation that Shake. | 


* 


Age 
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Ve mortals, may folly ne'er leadiy you aſtray, | 

Nor vain empty faſhion vour reaſon betray ;. 

By your love to this bard may your genius be 
known; 

Nor injure his fame to the loſs of your oun. 

Come away, Oc. 


* 


ANACREON TIC SONG. 


| 
E mortals whom trouble and ſorrows attend, 
W hoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end; « | 
For ever deprived of hope's chearing ray, 4 
Ne er know what it is to be happy a day. 
; Obey then the ſumtaons, the bottle invites, 
Driakdeep,and rl warrant it ſets you to ri ight ts. 
"8, Did Neptune's ſalt A run with freſh wine, 
; Tho? all Europe's powers together combine; 
11S Our brave Enghſh ſailors heed ne'er a jot, 
Surrounded with plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot. 
he Obey then the ſummons, &c. 
Was each dull pedantical text ſpinning vicar, | 
Jo leave off dry preaching and ſtick to his liquor 
| oh! how would he wiſh for that power divine. 
r: To change when he would ſimple water to Wins. | 
is | * then the ſummons, &c. 1 
* If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 4 


And give then the troubled mind comfort and 
eaſe ; 
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Deſpair not that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll ſind, 
Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind. | 
| Obey then the ſummons, &c. | 


WHAT WILL MAKE Every MAN Ricn. 


LV the daring adventures be tofl'd on the 
"Ma main, P fe. 
And for riches no dangers decline : 
Tho' with hazard the ſpoils of both Indies they 
gain | 
They can bring us no treaſure like wine. 


Enough of ſuch wealth would a beggar enrich, | 
And ſupply great wants in a king; 
Twou'd ſmooth all the griefs in a comfortleſs 
wretch, 3 N 

And inſpire weeping captives to ſing. 


There's none that groans under a burthenſume | 


ife 
If this ſovereign balſam he gains; 
This n a man bear all the plagues of a 
wie, - 


And of rage and diſeaſes in chains. 


It ſwells all our veins with a kind purple flood, 

And puts love and great thoughts ipthe mind; 
IRS = ewes ſo rank, but it fills with good 

00d, RE | 

And to galiantry makes him inclined. 


me | 


( 59 ) \ 


There's nothing our hearts with ſuch joys catt _ 
bewitch, | mn 
For on earth *tis a power that's divine; I 
Without it we're wretched, though never ſo | 
rich, | 


Nor is any man poor that has wine. 


The SEAT of the LOVES. _— 


(65? zephyr and whifper the maid, _ 
That I ſigh at her cruel delay; al 
Go tell her the ſong of the ſhade, | : = 
Is filent while ſhe is away. 


Twas her beauty gave life to the vale, 
And filPd ev'ry twain with delight; 

*E was her voice that enliven'd the gale, 
'Twas her charms that gave luſtre to night, 


But ſince the is fled from our eye, 
The pleaſures are gone with the fair; 
The ſtreamlet moves on with a ſigh, 
And each cot ſeems the haunt. of deſpair. ' 


Ob, bring her once more to our plain, 8 
Thou wilt find her where innocence roves 5 

The graces are all in her train, 7 
And her cot is the ſear of the loyes- 
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T'ornER DAY *Twas ix a MEAD. 


Sung by Miſs WATSON, at the Spa Gardens, 


Bermondſcy. 


— 


* 
— 
. 


1 day it was in a mead, 
Young Jockey came to me, 


Between us then it was agreed; 
That I his bride ſhould be. 


Sweerly me he did careſs, 


And ſaid I was his pride; : 
Pleaſed was I, yet mult confeſs, 


I thought I ſhould have died. 


Jockey is a pretty lad, 
"There's none ſo blyth as he, 
When he is by my heart is glad; 
O he's the man for me. 4 | 
| „ 
Next day Jockey to me ſaid, 
Dear Jenny will ve wed; 
O dear, ſaid I, I am afraid 
Poor youth hehung his head. 
All his wiſh was to be wed, 
He would not be denied: 
Pleaſed was I, yet muſt confeſs, 
I thought I ſhould have died. 
Jockey 4s 2. Ke... .. 


— 


Yeſterday to church we went, 
And their we join d our bands, 
We neither ſhall J hope repeat, 
The” falt in hyinen s bands. 


mis 


5 


Had you ſeen us go to church, 

He laughing while I cry'd: 

Had he left me in the lurch, 

I'm ſure I ſhould have died. 
Jockey is a, &c. 


MARY'S DREAM, ox SANDY'S GHOST. 

1 moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 
Which riſes o'er the ſource of dee 

And from the eaſtern ſummet ſhed, 

Her ſilver light on tower and tree 

Mary laid her down to ſleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea ; 

Then ſoft and low a voice was heard ſay, 

Mary, weep no more for me. | 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her bead, to aſk who there might be, 
And ſaw young $Sandy, ſhiv*ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek, and hajlow eye ; 

O Mary dear! cold is my clay, 

t lies beneath a ſtormy ſca; 

Far, far from thee I fleep 1m death, 

So, Mary, Weep no more for me. 


Three ftormy nights and ſtormy days, 
We toſs'd upon theraging main, 

And, long we itrove our bark ro fave, 
But all our ſtriving was in van ,_ 
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E'en then when horror child my blood, 
My heart was fild with love for thee ; 
The ſtorm is paſt and I at reſt, | 


So, Marys weep-no more for me. 


O Maiden dear! thyſelf prepare, 


We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhores. * 


Where love 1s free from doubt or care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more. - 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe tice > - 

But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, | 
Sweet Mary, weep no more for me. 


MY MARY'S. TRUE. 


_ Sung by Mr S1MMANS. 


E ling ring winds that feebly blow, 
Why thus impede my way ? 
Wurny moves the lazy ſhip fo flow,” 
When Mary mourns my ſtay ? 
For when ſhe bad me laſt adieu, 
She dropt a tear and cried “ be true.” 


When as the midnight e I keep, 
i view the ſparkling lea, 

W hile round the ſhipmates carcleſs fleep, 
1 fondly 2 on r 5 


( 63 ) ; 


Remembrance paints the laſt adieu. 
When Mary Wepk and cried . be true.“ 


Tho? I be diſtant as the pole, 
Tho? furious tempeſts foam, 

Tho? billows mount, tho? thunders roll, 
No diſtance, time or ſtorm + 

The ſcene can banith from my view, 


When Mary wept and cried * be true.” 


Oft up the ſhronds my ſteps are borne, 


I take my airy ſtand, 
And oft my longing eyes I turn, 
And look in vain for land; _ 
Dejected J rejoin the crew. 


1 ct fondly hope my Mary's true. 
Come then ye briſſely pleaſing gales, 


For once auſpicious. prove, 
Come ſwell the boſoms of my fails, 
And waft me-to my love. 
Moor'd in her arms; to toils adieu, 
If ſtill 1 find my Mary true. 


Tue HARDY SAILOR. 


HE hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind; 
— 25 
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Yet his heart with ſoft emotion, 
Throbs to leave his love behind. 


To dread of foreipn foes a ſtranger, 
Tho” the youth can dauntlefs roam; 

Alarming fears paint ev'ry danger, 
In a rival left at home. 


1 O NIE RN 
F IL L E DDE CH AMB R E. 


"PPE ſeaſon was gay, the evening was. ſtill, 
In the ſweet month of May, when the fair 
little Pille 3, | 
Approach'd with a meſſage to Yorick's hotel; 
The Bard, tho? with feelings tlie niceſt was 
bleis'd, d 


Never felt h mſelf more by his feelings oppreſsꝰd; 


He ſtruggled, alas! but could ſtruggle no more; 

He look'd for a card, knew he bad none before; 

His trembſings perſu'd him a great deal too far, 

He wou'd andrtwou'd not, with his paſhois 
made war, 


The charming occaſion had baffled his ſkill, 
And left no controul that could govern his will; 
But that which her needle inforced with a 

thread, 


And the Bard, like a fave, to captivity led: 


( be: ) 


The curtains were cloſę to reſiſt the bright ray, 
And ſhut out the warmeſt approaches of day; 
The curtains of crimſon, apparent diſcloſe, 
A tint that reſembled the bluſh of the roſe ; 
He caught the occaſion, and ſaw in her face. 
The Ku ſweet bluſh, and he bluſh'd in her 
platt: | 


Their bluſhing, withbluſhes again, was renew'd, 


With the fight of each other alternately viewed: 
T was a half guilty bluth, that flow'd from the 
heart, *7 ; | 
Where the blood, firs, alane ſhar'd the moft 
guilty pat; | ; 
Sn imperuous 'twas ſent, that virtue ſoon flew, 
Not to ſtop it's career, but with virtue it grew, 
The afſ»ciates of love now ranged in their 
ſphere, f | ER 
In the pleaſing ſenſation the nerves all adhere. 


He threw down his pen, but in vain to diſarm 
Ihe force of the magical pow'rs of her charm; 
The pen ſhe reſum'd with the moſt gentle air, 
And begg'd he would write, on what, my 
ſpweet fair?“ | | 
* On any thing, fir,” ſhe ſimply replied, 
6 1 pare be on thy lips;”? but prudence then 
cried, 8 8 
Releaſe the kind fair from the power of diſgrace, 
You'll periſh—then inſtantly flew from the place, 


( 66 ) 


Recounting a leſſon with modeſty fravght, 
4A lefjoa which virtue but lately had taught. 


ſz, LIKE EE 


* III. E others aſk for wealth or ſtate, 


Think to be happy is to be great, 
And vainly ſwell with pride ; 
Give me, ye gods, I aſk no more, 


Of riches a ſufficient ſtore; 
To enjoy my Fire Side. 


Let temperance my butler wait, 

Prudence ftand porter at my gate, 
With charity ally'd ; 

A friend to chat away an; hour, 

To cheat old time's increaſing pow'r, 
By a happy Fire Side. 


Let n Delia too be 3 
No friend fo pleaſing as the fair, 
With tenderneſs ſupply'd; 
How {ſweet ! where no domeRic ſtrife, 
The faithful huſband, gentle wife, 
By a happy Fire Side. | 


My offsprin, gs, if ſuch heav'n permit, 
In (miling 1 innocence to lit, 


* pleaſure and my pride; 15 


EE Ione 


GC RF 


While i in each cnfane g . face, 
Their Mother's ſweetneſs all I trace, 


By a happy Fire Side. 


8 


Let malice ſhoot her poiſon'd darts, 
While ſocial love entwine our hearts, 
No ſlander ſhall divide; 
Thro? life I'll ſteal without a ſigh, 
Our love ſhall ev'ry wilh ſupply, 
By : a happy Fire Side. 


Thou ſetting SUN that * my FAIR. 


HO ſetting ſun that chears my fair, 
To take the cool and evening mrs. © 


| With joy I hail thy lateſt rays, 


That ſhew me where my Nancy ſtays, 


O let not clouds obſcure the ſkies, 
Or .noxious ev'ning vapours rile 3 

But my ſweet flow'1s up rear their heads, | 
And roſes bloſſom where ſhe treads. 


Let ev'ry tenant of the grove, 

Remind her youthful heart of love; 
And ev'ry breeze convey a ſigh, 

And tell her ?iis for her I dies __ 


( 68 ) 


O ſweet, tormenting love, I feel 
Thy. wound, which reaſon cannot heal ; 
Thy fire, eee within my breaſt, 
Deprives my ee heart of rell. 


At ev? ry glance of Nancy's eyes, 
My boaſted reſolution flies; 

And ſtill I'm diffident to name, 
The ſecret of my hidden flame. 


The HAPPY PAPER. 


0, Boa 5. paper Jolbly beſt, 
Yo fair Corina Rea), 


It not too great to be expreſs'd, | 
Fell her the pain I feel; | 
Tell her how raging is my flame, 
Too exquiſite to bear; 
But ſay not bow nor whence you came, 
Nor ſpeak one letter of my name, 


n 


. it may ts A = 
Ol be that moment ever bleſt, | 
1 When firſt I ſaw my love, 6 


The dearoſt, ſweeteſt, and the denk 
That e' er was form'd above. | 
I faw ten thouſand graces riſe, 


ROSE AE dp no Us 


( 69 ) 
And bloom on ev'ry part, 
Ten thouſand arrows, from her eyes, 


Shot thro? my ſoul with ſweet ſurprize, 
And ſtrove to guard her heart. 


In vain the envious ſhades of night, 
Or follies of the day, 
Could veil her image from my fizht, 
Or tempt my ſoul to ſtray, 
She is the only waking theme, 
Which o'er my wiſhes reign, 
Her pleaſing form meets ev ry dream, 
More charms in her each day there ſeem, 
That thrill thro' all my veins. 


Let me be loſt in that embrace, 
As rivers in the feaz - 

Or like eternity of days, 
To love and honour thee. 

In thoſe dear arms, but fate controula, 
Fd as the moments fly, 

Still breathe away ſucceſſive ſouls; 

80 billow after billow rolls, 


To kiſs the ſhore and die. 


Tis B 8 


HE N «dappled morn began to riſo, 
And bright Aurora deck'd the Kiess SF 
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Narciſſa, faireſt of the train, 


That ſkim the lawn or deck the plain, 
Walk'd forth to take the morning breeze, 
While ſpring's ſoft zephyrs fan'd the trees. 


The ſun ſhone bright, the ſky ſerene, 
Gave beauty to the vernal ſcene, 

Thus as ſhe paſs'd the god of light, 
Had almoſt reach*d meridian height: 
Then with his heart oppreſs'd the maid, 
Retir'd to ſeek the woodland ſhade. 


A daring bee preſum'd to ſip 


The nectar from her dewy lip; 
The angry fair his death deſigned : 
He fled, but left his fting behind, 


And hov'ring in the ambient air, 


- The culprit thus beſpoke the fair, 


It's true, preſumptuous, I cfiay*'d 
s Your ruby lips, enchanting maid ; 
« By me you ſuffer pain, tis true, 

& But, fair one, know I die for you.“ 
And thus ſhall many a lover ſay, 

To her he wiſhes to betray. 


But ſtil] our monitor more grave, 


A juſt and uſeful leſſon gave: 


Fair wand' rer (thus he cry'd) receive 
A leſion, which in death I give; 
From virtues path you ſoon may ſtray, 


s And flow'rs may ſtrew fair pleaſure s way, 


{ 
« 
{ 
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« They ſoon will vaniſh, and you'll find 
« A dreary waſte is left behind; 

« And in the ſparkling cup of joy, 

A poiſon Jurks that will deſtroy.” - 
He ceas'd, the fair attends a while, 
Then grac'd his argues with a ſmile. 


Happv in death the plund'rer lay, 
And home Narciſſa took her way; 
Forgot the teacher and his theme, 
And deem'd the whole an idle dream. 
Till ſure experience made her know, 
Taat ill- tim'd pleaſures end in woe. 


Tae NEW ENTERED: APPRENTICE'S SONG. 


A, ſung at the Grand Feaſt at Fats Mason's 
HALL. 


HEN I was a youth, 
In fearch of fair truth 
Itook the moſt early occaſion, 
And went to a friend, 
Who prov'd in the end, er 
A free and an accepted Maſon. 


At a door he then knock'd, ; 
That quickly unlock'd, N 
Which put me in great coniternation 5 
But he bid me not fear, 


* 


For I ſhould be there 1 
_— free and an accepted Maſon. | 


A 


My wiſhes were crown'd, © 
For a maſter I found, 
Who made a moſt ſolemn oration : 
Then ſhew'd me the light, 
And gave me the right 
Sign, token, and word of a Maſon. : 


How great was my amaze, 

When I firſt ſaw the blaze ! 

And how ſtruck with the myſtic occali on! 
Anſtoniſh'd! I found, : 
Tho? frea, I was bound 

To a free and an accepted Maſon. 


When clothed in white, 

I took great delight 

In the work of this royal vocation g 
And knowledge J gain'd, 

As the lodge he explain'd - 

Of a free and af accepted Maſon. 


I nay banal] it appears, 

For {> even long vears, 

Which to me is ole duration 
£ il ſtrain ev*ry nerve, 

© My maſter to ſerve, 

Like a free and an accepted Maſon. 


Tho? what he repoſed 
In my breaſt, I've diſclos'd, | 
dab ſketch of our high inſtallation: : 


bu 


When Pm druak Par roaring mad. 


8 


I defy any man, 
The arcanum to learn, . 2 7 
But a free and an accepted Maſon. 


In hymen's ſoft rights, 
Each brother delights, 
And in love we ne'er make au evaſion; 
The ladies wili own, 
Truth centers alone, 
In a free and an accepted Maſon. 
A bumper then fil}, 
With a hearty good will, 
To our maſter pay due veneration: 
Thrice three to his name, 
Let each loudly proclaim, 
Like a free and an accepted Maſon. 


Songs taken from the Hicarand Ree, 
Sung by Mr EDpwWIx. 


HEN I've money I am merry,  - 
When J've none I'm very ſad; 
When Im ſober I am civil, 


When I've money, &c. - 

With my retol, teedle dum, likewife foll © 

loll. fudle 2 not forget ing didderum 

hi, and alſo tudle, tœedle, d 
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| Yer love a pretty girl, 


Like young PAPPY I muſt las ; 


( 4 q 
When diſputing with a puppy, 


J convince him with a rap; 
When I'm romping with a girl, 
By accident I tear her cap, 
Gadzooks! I'll never marr 
I'm a lad that's bold und "i ; 


A pretty girl is fond of me. 


With ritol, teedle . & e. 


There's a maiden in a corner, 
Round, and ſound, and plump, and fat, 
She aud £ drink tea together; 
But no matter, fir, for that: 

If this maiden be wi” bairn, 
As I do ſuppoſe ſhell be, 
To Gandle Jackey on my knee. 

With ritol, teedle dum, &c. 


From the ſame. 


Sung by Miſs REYNOLDS. 
W HAT rapture to think on the times 


I have ſeen, 


Ou M iy day I firit ſaw my love on ithis en ; 


2 
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ws. 


My hank leap'd with joy when 1 Gn him 


(73 -} 1 

8o charmiog his face and commanding his 

mein, 

The king was my laver and Jenny his queen. 
The garland preſented by Sandy, 1 
More ſweet from the maker, *twas Sandy, 
So charming his face, yet commanding his 


mein, 
The king was my lover and Jenny his queen. 


A ſide- look I threw on my lover by chance. 
Which ſoon he return'd with as tender a 
glance; 


advance, a 
And well did I guefs 'twas to lead up the 
dance. 


For none danc'd ſo neat as my. Sandy, 
In all chings complete 18 855 Sandy. 


ry 


Beneath a gay woodbine with myrtles en- 

twin'd, 

On eoyſlipa ard violets one evening reclin' d, 

So charming a place add a ſcaſon fo kind, 

So artfully choſe to diſcover his mind. 

So ſweet were the vows of my Sandy, 

I then exchanged hearts with my Sandy. 

H 2 
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From the ſame. | 
Sung by Mr JOHNSTON. 


'# ah had I Allen Ramſay's art to ſing my 

puaſſion tender, 

In every verſe the'd read my heart, ſuch ſooth- 
ing ſtrains I'd fend her; a | 

Nor his nor gentle Rizzio's aid to ſhew it all 
a folly, | | 

How much I love the charming maid, ſweet 
Jane of Griſhpoly: 

She makes me know what all deſire, fo roguiſh 

are her glances, . 

Her modeſt air, that checks my 

my bold advances; 5 

Meek as the lamb on vonder lawn, yet by her 
conquered wholly, "1 

For ſprightly as the bounding fawn, ſweet Jane 
of Griſhpoly. 


My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder'd quite, I ſeem an a- 
morous ninny, 8 

A letter to a friend I write for Sandy, J fign 
Jenn 

Laſt Sunday when from church I came, with 
looks demure and holy, 

J ſaid, when aſl'd the text to name *twas 
Jane of Griſſipoly.“ 

My J-onv is no fortune great, and I 
and lowiy ; 

A ſtraw for power and 
I love folcly ; 


fire, and ſtops 


am poor 


grand eſtate, her perſon 


C97). 


From every ſordid gelb view, fo free my bins 
is wholly, 

And ſhe is kind, and IT am true, wont Jane of | 
riſſipola y: A 


From the ſame. | 
Dou s T—between Charley and Moggy- 
T lamb and the heifer are taking their 


The lark and the fparrow lie par in their neſt, 
Pully doſes, and fo does my doggy, 
All are ſleeping but Charley and Moggy. 
We wake to love before it is day 
Come, my deareſt—I come, my dear— _ 
We muſt be tripping away. 


No portion, dear Charley, if I marry Yn 

My little old daddy will give unto me; 

Will love cool if you take me ſo barely? 

Mig in her ſmicket, is welcome to Charley | 
__ wake to love, &c. | 


From the Jame. | 
Sung by Mo G'Y. 


Y father's houſe is neat and 8 | 
My little garden paradiſe, 


M 


My chamber deck'd with trinkums fine, 
FED window grac'd with jeſſamine; 


H 3 


1 


J have a blackbird pay, 
Oh! he's a pretty Fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 
The live long day; 
My playful kid, — 2 pets I've many, 
My wanton, bounding, wonton friſking Nanny: 
Yet I love none half fo well 5 
As Chatley's gift, my dear ſidell, | 
My little fidell, my pretty fidell, bow wow, 
bow wow ; . 
Haſte, gentle lover, now for you— - 
Papa, kid, dog and chick, adieu. 
Papa, kid, dog, &c. 


* 


In town I'll be, my glaſs can tell, 

A monſtrous flaming married belle; 
The foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, 
At operas, plays, and balls, and routs : 
. All in my plumage fine, 

Wl |: Around the fmarts ſhall flutter, 

W: 1 - Around me what a clutter— 
1 She's all divine: 9 
They ſing, they dance, to pleaſe me how they 
1 Capcr, \ N 

Wubilſt rivals challenge, huff, and vapour; 


| As birds all welcome her to woo, 
For Charley's fake, begone, cuckoo, cuckoo, 


! 


h cuckoo, cuckoo : 1 a 
Il ne' er create my ſpouſe 's ſhame, 
{| To ſinge my wings about the flame. 


(: +4 
From the ſame. 


Sung by Mo cv. 


H O' I'm now a very little lad, 

If fighting men cannot be had, 
For want of a better I may do, 

To follow the boy with his Tat tat too: 
] may ſeem tender, yet Pm tough; | 
And thongs not much o' me, Fm right good 


f un; . | 
Of this 1 boaſt, ſay more who can, 
I never was afraid to meet my man. 
I'm a chickabiddy, ſee, take me' now, now, 
now... 75 | TE 
Ima mert little he for your row, dow, dow 
Brown Beſs I'll knock about, Oh: there's my 


JOY 3 3 | 5 
At my back a knapfack, like a roving boy. 


In my tartan plaid a young ſoldier view, 
My phillibeg, and dirk, and bonnet blue; 
Give the word, and I'll march where you com- 


mand, 
Noble een, with a ſhilling then ſtrike my 


My captain, as he takes his glaſs, 

May with to toy with a pretty laſs ; 

For ſuch an one I've a roguith eye, 

He'll ne'er: want a girl when I am by. 
I'm a chickabiddy, ſee, &c. 


Tho? a barber never yet has mow'd wy chin, 
With my great broad ſword 1 long to begin; 
Cur, flaſh, ram, dam, Oh ! glorious fun, 
For a gun, pip pop, change my little pop-gun; ' 
My foes ſhall fly like — in flocks, 28 
E'en Turks I'll drive like turkey-cocks; 
And where ever quartered I ſhall be 
Oh, zZounds ! how I'll kiſs my landlady. 
I'm a chickabiddy, ſee, &cc. 


From the ſame. "> 


Sung by IE NA x. 


7 | HE bleak wind whiflles o'er the main, 
Fhe ſeaman trolls his jovial ſong ; 
He'll ſee his faithful maid again, 
And blythe his tall ſhip rolls along. | 
From the maſt head the cliff he ſpies, 
His joys in pleaſing hopes expand; 

The tempeſt roars, the billows riſe, _ 

In vain he tacks to make the land: 
Relentleſs breakers guard the coaſt, 


His hope, his ſhip, himſelf are loſt. 
ns Os From the ſame. 
Sung by SAR DUTY. 

T dawn I roſe with jocund glee, 

For joy ful was the day) 


( $81 


in, What cou'd this bleſſing give to Wes 


n; Now joy is fled away, Jenny. 
No flocks, nor herds, nor ſtore of gold, 
un; Nor houſe, nor home have I; 


If beauty muſt be bought and ſold, 
Alas! I cannot buy, Jenny. 


Yet I am rich if thou art kind, 
So priz'd a ſmile from thee, 
True love alone, our hearts ſhall bind, 
Thou'rt all the world to me, Jenny. 
: Sweet gentle maid, tho? patient, meek, 
in, My lilly drops a tear; 1 
; Ah! raife thy drooping head and ſeek, 
Soft peace and comfort here, Jenny. 


Hun the Ae | — _ 


Sung by JENNY. 


EAREST youth this heart will breaks 
If cruel ſoldiers take thee far; 
Why peaceful home and me forſake, 
To tempt the dangers of the war ? 
But all is home where thou'lt reſort, 
My Sandy's ſmiles ſuch comfort bring; 
The humble village is a court, 


Giac'd by the preſence of a king: 


(2 ) 
My flken gear I'll leave behind, 


Prepare to face the rain and wind ; 
With him l'll meet the blaſt ſo keen, 
And ſmile while on the billows toſt: 
The heart where love is warm within, 
BY UEnjoys a May in winter froſt. _- 


7 .OxPLEASURE's SMOOTH WING, 
i Ox pleaſure's ſmooth wing how old time 


ſteals away, 

; Ere love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aftray; 
My days, Oyeſwains! were a round of delight, 

From the cool of the moon to the ſtillneſs of 

nights 
No care found a place 1n my cottage or breaſt, 
But health and content all the year was my 
FT gueſt. 


But now ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 

i Alas! what a change—and how wretched am]; 

Adieu to the charms of the valley and olade, 

P' heirbeauties all ſicken, their colours all fade; 

No muſie l find i in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 
And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs 

| : in yain. 5 
. 


Thev fay that ſhe's kind; but no kindacſs I ſee; 
On others the {miles ; but ine frowns upon me: 


A roſe from her boſom has ſtray'd, 


4 3 I} 


Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft 
alt, 35M 

Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart, 

To crown my deſire, or io baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give care to the 
ſwain. | | 


Tur MANSION Or PEACE. 


Sung by Mr S1MMANS, af the Theatre, Norths 
| Shields. 


8 OFT zephvr, on thy balmy wing 
The gentleſt breezes hither bring; 
Her flumbers guard ſome hand divine, 
Ah! watch her with a care like mine. 


Til ſeek to replace it with art; 
But, no, *twill her ſtumbers invade, 
I'll wear it, fond youth, next my heart. 


Alas! filly roſe, hadſt thou known 

It was Daphne that gave thee thy place, 
Thou ne'er from thy ſtation hadſt flown; 
Her boſom's the manſion of peace. 
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SUE's COMPLAINT roa THE DONE- 
OVER TAYLOR. 


Once was careſs'd by a youth young and 
fender, 
With hair ſoft as flax, as ſtraight as a fender: 
Yer I not contented, muſt needs wed a ſailor, 


Oh! fure I'm undone—Oh ! 11 ads the poor 


taylor. 


Oh! —— I was mad thus to ſlight my poor 
Willy 
To ſwing in a hammock, alas! I was ſilly; 
But I, hapleſs creature, muſt needs prove a ro- 
ver, 


And leave my poor Willy to do himſelf over. 


Had 8 content, and the ſailor ne ler follow- 
e 

By death my poor taylor had never been ſwal- 
lowed ; 

No reſt can I find, tho' as far off as Dover, 

I fear that like him I ſhall foon be done over. 


When e*er I think on him I'm all in a twitter, 

My red roſy cheeks like an over-done fretter; 

He haunts me fo conſtant, that I can go no 
where, 


With ſhears in his hand he cries I'll do you 


Over - 


Boo ac 
Now what ſhall do? I am loſt to all pleaſure, 
No ps day or night, my grief's beyond mea- 
ure; 
Once as plump as a pumpkin, the toaſt of all 
Dover, . f 4 
Like a herripg that's ſhotten, alas! I'm done 


Hence, young maids, take warning, nor like me 
prove lilly, 8 

Oh! ſlight not your lovers, as I have done Billy; 

No longer III live; from the high cliffs of Do- 


ver ö - 4 : 
P' throw myſelf headlong, and do myſelf over. 


SONGS ſung in the Farce of BELPHEGOR.. 


Sung by PHOEBE. | 
V Ta ſcolding I got 'tother day for the 


flower, | 
Which, kneeling, you forced me to chuſe; 
Your look was fo tender, 1 had not the power, 
1 nad not the will to refuſe. 


Ah, treacherous Colin! that roſe bud, I doubt, 
A thorn in my boſom has been; | 

While artful you ſtrove to adorn it without, © 
You pilfer'd its peace from within. 
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For ſince family duties are daily forgot, 


- 


From the ſame. 


Sung by Dams Din. p 
F AC day all the work of the houſe I muſt 


do, 
J few, and I knit, and I ſpin, 0 
I ſcrub, and J rub, and I bake, and I brew; 
The labour's all left for Dame Din. 
And while every comfort we cannot afford, 
On my children's account I refuſe; _ 
My huſband is as great anfl as drunk as a lord, 
Thinks the pleaſure is all for {ir Booze: ' 
But, you raſcal, you villain, you hang dog, you 


LOT a 
No longer this plan F'H purſue; 
Dame Din will have her pleaſures too 


From the ſame. 
Sung by Pu ear. ; 


S yet in the morn of my youth, 
A parents advice I revere: 
Put. Oh! while you cheriſh my truth, 
Think my happineſs equally dear. 


My paſſions not founded on whim, 
Young Colin firſt taught it to glow ; 


ut 


01 
And the breaft which kindled for him, 


No warmth for another can know. 


Sincere and reſpect ful to you, 

To Colin as conſtant PII prove; 
For the heart that to duty 1s true, 
Will always be faithful to love. 


The following Stanza's were Written by G. 
____ CoLmMan, Esq, 


And ſung by Mrs BiLLinGTOXN, in the Cha- 
rater of YARICO. * 


1 ſigh when J look all around, 
1 Unhappy muſt here be my lot; 
Where faces fo fair can be found, 


A poor Indian Maid is forgot: 


Can you think on a beauty ſo brown, 

If your eyes on a boſom ſhou'd rove, . 
That's as white and as ſmooth as the down, 
That grows on the wings of the Dove. 


How oft the bright ſtar as we roſe, 
We mark'd as it ſhrunk from the day; 
Still paler and paler it grows, 
Then feeble and faint dis away: 
Of beauties that dazzle beware, 
Its love, with your Yarico fly ; 
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The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all 


SCI 


Or, alas! ſhe'll be Joſt in the glare, - 
Confeſs hex, faint luſtre—and dies 


Tur: . 
Sung by Mrs MARSHALL. 


HE Roſe had been waſh'd, juſt waſni'd in a 
ſhow'r, 
This roſe was to Anna convey'd ; | 
The plentiful moiſture encumber'd the flow'r, 
And weigh'd down its beautiful head. 


wet, | 

And it feem*d, to a fanciful view, 
To weep for the buds it had left, with regret, 
On the flouriſhing buſh where it grew. 


I haſtily ſnatch'd it, unfit as it was, 
For a noſ-gay, ſo dripping and drown'd, 
And ſwinging it rudely, too rudely, alas 
I ſnapp'd it it fell to the ground. 


And ſuch J exclaim'd, is the pitileſs part, 
Some act by the delicate mind; 

Regardleſs of wringing or breaking a heart, 

Already to ſorrow reſign' d. 


— 


This elegant roſę, had T ſhaken it leſs, 
Might have LIom'd with its owner awhile: 
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Or eaſe the throbbing, bleeding heart? 


Tho” bleak misfortune ſhould aſſail, 


( % ) 


And che tear that is wip'd with a little | addreſs, 
May be follow'd, perhaps, with a ſmile. _ 

In Anſwer to O! Nancy will thou gang 

| | du me. 8 
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(9998 hear my love thy Nancy's vow, 
Her ſoul can ſordid maxims ſcorn, - 

To courtly fcenes can bid adieu, 

Nor e'er for pomp or ſplendor mourn ; _ 

With thee a lowly cot can charm, *' 

From diſcontent and envy free; 

And fate each toil of pain diſarm, 

If Pm but bleſt with love and thee. 


Can gaudy dreſs, and coſtly glare, 
True, unembitter'd bliſs impart; 
Diſpel the frown of gloomy care, 


Ah! no! content and peace of mind, 4 
From vain ambition's circle flee, | 
But Nancy can their bleſſings find. 
On barren wilds, with love and thee. 


Thy conſtant love, its ſmart could charm 3. 

O'er piercing penury prevail, 

And teach the northern blaſt to warm. 

And ſhould diſeaſe and pain invade, 

My anguiſh, pitying heaven would ſee, 
IS 1 
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And in compaſſion lend its aid, 
EKeſtoring joy with love and thee. 


But ſhould relentleſs fate deprive, 

My hopes of thee—rhe fatal blow, 
Oh! think not Nancy could furvive, - 
To drag exiſtence ſtill below; 

No, ſinking on thy breathleſs clay, 
Pl bid adieu to miſcry ; 

And to the realms of endleſs 8 
My ſoul ſhall follow love and thee. 


| [1 Tu: NEGLECTED TAR. 


At. ſung by Mr Dio x ux, af the Anacreomtic 

[8 Society. | 

Fi | | Tune the Vicar of Bray. 

1 ] fing the Britiſh Seaman's praiſe 

THE A theme renown*d in ſtory, 

BE 4 It 4 deſerves more poliſh'd lays ; 

1 Oh i tis your boaſt and glory. 
When mad brain” dwar ſpreads death aroun d: 
= By them you are protected : 

But when in peace the nation's found, 

4 f 2! _ Theſe bulwarks are neglected. 

4%: Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, 

:3 Be mindful of his merit; 5 

1 And when again you're plung'd in war 

Te | ha ſhew his s daring ſpirit. 
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When thickeſt darkneſs. covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; | 
When lightnings dart—when thunders roll, 
And all is wild commotion 3 
When o'er the bark the white-ropp'd waves, 
With boiſterous {weep are rolling, | 
Yet cooly ſtill, the whole he braves, 
Untam'd amidit the howling. 
Then, oh! protect, Ke. 


When deep imers'd in ſulphurous ſmoke, 
He feels a glowing pleaſure; 
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He loads his gun or cracks his joke, 


Elated beyond meaſure. 
Though fore and att the blood ſtaĩnꝰd deck 
Should lifeleſs trunks appears | 
Or thould the veſſel float a wreck, 
The ſailor knows no fear. 
Then, oh! protect, &c. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 
Where ſcorching beams aſſail him, 

When all the canvaſs hangs ſupine, 
And food and water fail him; 

Then oft he dreams of Britain's ſhore, 
Where plenty ſtill is reigning; 

They call the watch—his raprture's o'er, 
He ſighs but ſcorns complaning. 

Then, oh! protect, &c. | 


Or burning on that noxious coaſt, 
Wheie death fo oft befriends him: 
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Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland froſt, 
True courage ill attends him, 
No clime can this eradicate; 
He glories in annoyance, . 
He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate 
And bids grim death defiance. 
Then, oh! protect, &c. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, 
In peace be then neglefted? _. 
Behold him moving long the pier, 
Pale, meagre, and dejedtcd! 
Behold him begging for. employ! 
Behold him diſregarded! 
Then view the anguiſn in his eye, 
And ſay, are tars rewarded ? 
Then, oh! protect, &c. 
To them your deareſt rights you owe;— 
In peace then would you ſtrave them? 
What ſay ye Britain's fons?—oh ! no! 
protect them and preſerve them. 
Shield them fromm poverty and pain, 
*Tis policy to doit; 5 
Or when grim war ſhall come again, 
Oh, Britains, you may rue it! 


Then, . > 
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By a Young Lady of NEWCASTLE. 


;« WAS in his veſſel failing, 
1 When gentle breezes blew, 
sweet William lay bewailing, 
The fate of lovely Sue: - 
All on his bed extended, 
The faithful Sailor lay; 
His grief was never ended, 
He mourn'd her night and day. 


Juſt at the midnight hour, 

A gentle voice he hears, 

And at his cabin door 

The black-ey'd maid appears: 
All pale ſhe look'd tho ſmiling, 
And dreſs'd in ſpotleſs white; 
Like ſome bright cloud a ſailing, 
When Cynthia {miles at night. 


Why mourns my faithful lover? 

The damſels viſion ſaid, | 

Who hath the ſea croſs'd over, . 
To tell thee I was dead? | 
What tongue the fatal ſtory, 

Unto thine ear convey'd ; 

And why art thou ſo ſorry, 

To loſe a filly maid ? 
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None brought the hapleſs meſſage, 
The weeping lover faid ; 0 
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None came the tedious paſſage, 
To tell me thou waſt dead; 


But fancy ever teeming, 


The fatal ſtory told, 
At mid- night I was dreaming, 
I ſaw thee dead and cold. 


Then from my ſleep I ſtarted, 
And thus in anguiſh cry'd, 


Why were we ever parted ; 


Ah! why has Suſan dy'd ? 
Siace then my wretched boſom, 


No peace or comfort know, 
And now like a full blofſom, 


I'Il droop and die with you. 
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